of it. And many tens of thousands of bitter disappointments there
must have been! A poem, again, read when one is young may
seem no poem at all when one is older. Still more often, a poem
when one is older may take to itself a life-givingness, a music
and a depth of meaning that one never perceived in it at all when
one read it as a child. And some poems go on delicately changing
all that they share with us whenever they are read over again,
just as the flowers in a garden, with their light and shadow, their
shapes, and the rain or dew or sunshine on them, change with
every hour of a summer day.

Yet another curious thing about poetry is the question of
where it comes from. Not usually, it seems, does it spring up in
the mind to-day out of what happened yesterday. The bee flies
about among the thorn trees, but the nectar he sips must wait
awhile before it becomes honey. It may be impossible for the
writer of it to recollect when and where any particular poem was
written, or the mood in which it was written. That, at any rate,
is my own experience regarding most of the rhymes in this book.
For this reason among others, perhaps, it is difficult to alter a
piece of verse some years after it was written without making it
essentially different from what it was first intended to be.
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